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GLAM ROCK may have 
died that warm spring 
evening when David 
Bowie wet a hundred 
eyes, and umpteen 
thousands of knickers, 
with his farewell scene. 
Maybe he hasn’t been 
as removed from the 
business as some of us 
thought, but his ‘quit’’ 
= night left pop without a 
totally demanding 
stage personality. 
Marc Bolan, despite 
f his denials, had patent- 
2 ly failed to take the 
States by storm with his 
manic bopper image 
and had moved into 
self-imposed exile. 
Slade, despite their 
huge record sales, 
missed out on a lot of '73 


tragic accident and the 
scene was left wide 
open for Gary Glitter’s 
successful take-over. 

And as eye catching 
as Gary is on stage he 
still lacks that unknown 
factor that. makes you 
sit up, stare and say: 
Now that guy’s got 
stage presence. ’’ 


Yes folks, as 1973 
drew to a close your 
scribe drew in breath to 
exclaim: ‘The scene’s 
dead.’’ 

But one name was 
missing. Yes, you 
guessed it, Elton John, 
the Home Counties’ 
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E 
very own Laughing 
Gnome. And where was 
despairing for a show- 


Elton while we were 
man. Over in the States 
that’s where getting 
those screwball Yanks 
high on his show. 


Now. I’ve nothing 
against Americans that 
I couldn’t say in a 
thousand words, but the 
thought of Elton being 
Stolen from us in our 
hour of need is more 
than I couldbear. 


But now he’s back 
and touring the country 
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because of Don Powell's “7 


Elton’s Christmas 
box of deli 


with his potent little 
band of fellow extra- 
vagents and what a 
glorious return it is. 
Packed houses every- 
where, party time in 
Holiday Inns up and 
down the land and each 
night two hours of 
ENTERTAINMENT. 


He knows what 
business he’s in does Mr 
Dwight. The house 
lights dim, the band 
quietly take up_ their 


positions and as the 
cheering reaches its 
natural crescendo on 
leaps our Eltonina blue 
and white romper suit 
in which he cheerfully 
emphasises his podgi- 
ness. Dispensing with 
his outer garments, 
he’s off. One song after 
another tumbles from 
his lips, the band 
pugging away behind, 
tight fine musicians all. 

Each song was 
played to perfection. 
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Rarely was there even 
the trace of a bum note 
or a misunderstood 
arrangement. Once 
more, the EJ pro 
approach showed 
through. There were 
highlights, of course, 
but never a failure. 
Your Song, the beau- 
tiful Lesley Duncan 
song that Elton record- 
ed on Tumbleweed 
Connection was 
poignant to anextreme, 
especially as it qui- 
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vered to life from the 
final dying chord of one 
rock number and faded 
out gently into another. 
Rocket Man blasted 
us of our seats. Nigel 
Olssen’s drumming has 
improved amazingly 
during the States tour 
and on this one he hit 
overdrive starting into 
it like the Englishman’s 
Billy Cobham. Even 
Elton seemed slightly 
shaken. by. his. drum 
mer’s energy. best 
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Honky Cat, Elderber- 
ry Wine, Crocodile & 
Rock, Goodbye Yellow 
Brick Road, all the old 
and new favourites, 
poured from Elton as 
Davey Johnstone, sure- 
ly one of Britain’s most 
underrated guitarists, 
proved just how ca- 
pable an instumentalist 
he is. Caressing the 
neck of his guitar like a 
lover’s body he proved 
his mastery of the art of 
“fills” slotting the 
pauses while the Guv. 
gets his breath back. 

And suddenly it’s all 
over. Encore and 4 
the band are done. 
Astonished you glance 
at your watch and find 
two hours, right 
enough, have passed 
and the show is 
finished, despite the 
layers of tinsel and 
glitter still covering the 
stage. 
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An Elton John con- 
cert has to be seen to be 
believed. I know that’s 
a tired old cliche put to 
much misuse, especial- + 
ly in the rock ‘n’ roll 
business but take my 
word for it. If anyone 
offers youa ticket to see 
the new king of rock, 
Snap it up. 


America beckons to 
Elton once again, and 
with his dollar spinning 
capacity being what it 
is, our chances of 
seeing the man will get 
fewer and fewer. & 
That’s not to suggest 
that this is Elton’s last 
tour the man loves 
the stage far too much 
to ever consider doing a 
Bowie — but one a year 
may well turn out to be 
our ration. 


